FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH

was clearly disturbing Ferid-ud-Din. He nervously gripped
the arms of his chair and glanced at his guests, who were
talking and laughing as they waited for the big picture.
They had noticed nothing strange. He wiped the perspira-
tion from his forehead. Yet without doubt it was there,
coming nearer, and directly towards him.

"The moon dancing about the screen had not disappeared
with the rest of the picture, but had remained, gradually
changing from yellow, through red, to rusty black. Steadily
it came nearer. Ferid-ud-Din saw two spots of fire which
had not dulled with the rest, but glowed like reproachful
eyes. They burned into his brain. With them came a
rushing, roaring sound. His ear-drums felt they would
burst.

"Nearer and nearer. . . .

"He could stand it no longer. With a muttered
apology, he hurried out of the darkened cinema and through
the crowd of bearers gambling by the dim light of horn
lanterns. He looked behind him. The ball of fire had
faded into the surrounding blackness. In its place was the
head of Ismail, two piercing eyes fixed with a penetrating
gaze and floating towards him. Horror-stricken, Ferid-
ud-Din tried to shield his eyes with his hand, but nothing
could blot out that accusing stare. He backed away, not
daring to turn.

"*Ayee! I come! I come!5 he shrieked, his voice
- echoing over the lake lapping only a few yards from
him.

"He hurried on, tripping and stumbling in frantic
effort. Where the road made a gradual ascent he saw a
stocky hill pony. Seizing the reins from the astonished
groom, he threw himself into the saddle and urged the
horse into a wild gallop up the hill. From time to time
he felt compelled to look behind him. The eyes ever
followed, forcing him in the direction of his own house
where lay the stiffened, spurned body of Ismail. Suddenly
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